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bridge, of Ibsen's When We Dead Awaken. On great occa-
sions Jock and I always sit together, and we did this last
night. The young actors worked like imprisoned miners, my
brother-in-law, Wilfrid Grantham, pulling some wonderful
faces. Translation good, except that u Sit here and talk a
little " should have been " Sit here and talk a lot" 1
Nov. 20 Sunday cPop.? at the Queen's Hall. A very fine
Sunday, young pianist, Helmann, in Rachmaninoff's Piano
Concerto No. 3. This was the first time I had heard
this in the flesh, and it confirmed the impression I got from
Moiseiwitsch on the wireless and also from Horowitz's gramo-
phone record that R. is only saying all over again what
he said in No. 2. Benno and Mark Hambourg were both
there, Mark saying, " The boy?s playing is very fast,
accurate, and elegant. When he plays something else we shall
know whether it is musical."
Nov. 23 Dined in Albany with Clifford Bax, Meum
Wednesday. Stewart, and another guest, one Denssil
Batchelor, a very clever, fat young poet, who
is C. B. Fry's Jock and one of the finest talkers I have ever
met. But we all twinkled a bit. Clifford is ascending to higher
and higher spheres. He made three separate allusions to his
conversion to Buddhism. I think he fancies he is Buddha,
Nov. 24 I am made melancholy by the death of Peter
Thursday. Ridgeway at the age of forty-four. He was the
kind of actor who illustrates the strength of
weakness. So too did Charles and Mart/, the play about the
Lambs in which he made his reputation. It is a minor miracle
that the play ever came to be written, and when written,
produced. But the thing happened. For once in a way the
key fitted the lock, and this odd, shy little actor, who was
reduced to playing stammerers because of ill-health and
defective memory, came to personify that other little stam-
merer. The impersonation of Charles was a miracle of life*
likeness, tenderness, and sensibility. Now Ridgeway ought
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